Toytown Cavalry Trot
Little boy three who wanted to see his toytown cavalry trot

Stood them in line, said, ‘now you look fine’ so, townhall cavalry trot

They were his pride but sonny boy cried cos they stood as they were
So to bed sadly, little boy left them there

Little did he know that he’d soon see his toytown cavalry trot

Every night fall off to their windmill they’d set out at the trot

Looking like Rajahs, hooves of their chargers on the nursery floor

Woke the boy up so what a fine sight he saw

All the pretty dollies from the nursery were cheering them along

And the little music box was tinkling a cheerful martial song

Pip and Squeak and Bill, the funny golliwog, were waving flags on high

In what was such a sight that they danced with delight as the toy guards

Trotted by.

